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John's Peach Ice Tea 


Author's Notes: 
Current era Josh / John (je. John no longer in the band and sporting his nerdy short hair / glasses look and 
Josh just being his usual cute self.) 


Special mention and mini-tribute to notoffkilter whose many fantastic RHCP fics have inspired me! 


Josh wasn't really nervous even if he hadn't visited John since more than a year, probably two. They had kept 
in touch but it had been minimal due to their respective busy schedules and John’s usual weirdness and lack of 


attention for talking on the phone or replying to emails or phone messages. 


So it wasn't nervousness that made Josh's stomach do flips and knots but rather the anticipation of seeing 


John again. 


He rang the bell twice. It was very hot outside but John's front door was under a little porch so Josh wasn't 


cooking under the summer sun as he waited. 


"Hi, Josh... Come in," John said. 

"Hey there!" 

John gave Josh a tight greeting hug as the younger guitarist stepped in the cool AC-regulated house. 

"Good to see you," Josh continued. 

He looked up and down at John who looked really fine, he thought. He was just wearing jeans and a t-shirt but 
he looked healthy and tanned. He had very short hair and a short trimmed beard. He looked very different than 
the last time Josh had seen him but the new look suited him well 

"I like your new style." 

"I finally look like a responsible member of the community, right?" 

"Hopefully not. You just look very good," Josh replied. 

"Thanks. And you still totally look like a babe. | love it" 

Josh blushed at that remark. Nobody would ever call him that, except John, and he liked it. 

Both men walked in. They went through John's living room and further to the next room, which was John's big 
home studio. Things seemed to look pretty much like the last time Josh had been there, at least for what he 
remembered. It was packed with stuff, keyboards, a couple of guitars and amps among a whole lot of other 
things. At the back of the room, there were also a couple of tables overflowing with electronic gears, screens 


and computers. 


John pushed a chair away and sat on the floor, gesturing for Josh to join him on the shaggy blue carpet. Josh 


wasn't fazed and sat down in front of his friend 
"So what do you need from me?," John asked 

"| dont need anything, The band would like to ask you something’ 

"Oh, | see.. And since they know | cant refuse you anything, they send you in the lion's den" 


"Pretty much, | guess.. Yes," Josh said as he rolled his eyes. "No, in fact, | volunteered to come here and ask 


you." 


"Before you ask whatever it is that | will surely not care about.. How are you?" 


‘lm good. Busy writing, recording, playing.. All that good stuff." 
‘I've heard some of the stuff you did lately. You're doing more than just good," John commented. 


‘lm not as wildly creative as you are, though. You've been experimenting a lot. It's cool to see you do different 


things. | always knew you'd get tired of just playing guitar in a rock band" 


"There's nothing wrong with it. Its just not my thing anymore.. Or for the time being. Maybe one day I'll get 
back to that." 


Josh smiled at that comment. He definitely knew that John had a lot of ideas in his head and whatever odd 
things he had written and produced were interesting but sometimes he missed being able to get together and 
simply play guitar with him. 


"Wanna listen to something crazy | put together last week?," John said as he stood up. 

"Sure." 

Josh got on his feet as well and went next to the table where John was fumbling with his computers. While 
John was looking for the right file to play, the younger guitarist scooted closer, right behind John. Josh's arms 
snaked around John's waist and his chin landed on John's right shoulder. John didn't say anything but he smiled 
to himself when he felt his friend hugging him this way. It was reminding him of good times. 

"Play me something cool and relaxing," Josh whispered. 

| usually don't take requests," John replied. 

"Please?," Josh purred next to John's ear. 

Oh shit.. How could he say not to that, John thought. Cool and relaxing? John pondered his options for a 
moment. He closed the folders he was searching in and went to a different directory looking for some other 
recordings that would better fit his friend's request. Once he found something he was happy to have Josh 


listen to, he opened the file. Before pushing on play, however, he turned around and looked at his friend. 


"Let's get rid of the boring stuff before we listen to some good shit. What do they want?," John asked as he 


moved out of Josh's grip. 
“There's this documentary project on the band, behind the scene with backstage footages and live parts, and 
there are interviews in-between. They'd like to interview all of us, together and separately. They would also like 


to have you in it. They asked Dave as well. He said yes already.” 


"So, its an interview?, " John summed up. 


"Any particular reason you say no or you just want to hear me beg?," Josh chuckled 

"You know | love to hear you beg, but not about me doing an interview! 

They both could play that game. They were very good at it and it always ended up the same way. 
"You could do it from here, or anywhere," Josh added 

"No. You know how much | hate interviews” 


"Me too, in general. But its a documentary, with an interview. tll be all of us as well. tll be fun. You still like 
to hang around with the guys when you see them. | know that." 


"Yes, it's not the problem. | still say no. Besides | only do interviews by phone these days," John added. "No 


filming." 
Josh frowned. 
"I thought you hated the phone. And since you hate interviews." 


"Yeah, | do hate both.. But | have to do the minimum, you know? So | meditate two hours before, to try to be 
relaxed and not bite the journalist's head off after the second question’ 


"You meditate still?" 

"Don't | look super zen?" 

"You're always super zen" 

"No, am not.. Just when you come over." 


"| don't come over here that often. I'm sorry for that. | should be a better friend," Josh said as he looked 
away and ruffled his hair. 


John knew he would do that when he didn't know what to say or was uncomfortable. He loved the disheveled 


look on Josh but he was careful not to stare. 


"You're great, don't worry. lm the lonely grumpy bear. | know you reach out and | ignore you. Well, | don't 


ignore. | just forget to answer. And | never know what to tell you." 


John was looking down and playing with a loose thread at the hem of t-shirt as he was talking to Josh. 

It's fine. | don't want you to answer if you don't feel like it. You're my friend, you don't owe me answers." 
"You're the one | should have married, you know that?," John said looking back at Josh. 

| heard it's been a rough divorce." 

"That bitch.. Unbelievable. | don't wanna talk about it." 

"Will you play me what you found?," Josh asked as he pointed his finger to the computer. 

"Oh, yeah. Here you go," John replied. 

He pushed play and took a few steps back away from the table, crossing his arms on his chest and watching 
Josh as the music started to play. It was an instrumental electro piece that was fully finished. He liked it very 
much at the time he recorded it but it didn't seem to fit anywhere when he released his Trickfinger album so 
John had kept the song on the side, thinking he could use it again one day. It had been a while since he had 
listened to it. He was pleased to notice he still liked it as much as when he had composed it. 

Josh's foot was tapping lightly on the rug, in sync with the main bass rhythm. His head was moving too now, 
but according to a different tempo. He closed his eyes. John was admiring his friend getting immerged in the 
music and his ability to dissociate two rhythms between his feet and his head while still enjoying the whole 
thing. 


As the song went on, it was John's turn to step closer. He took off his glasses, walked up to Josh and nuzzled 
his face against the younger guitarists neck while his hands slid down to Josh's ass. 


"You like?," John asked. 

"The song? Yeah.. Very trippy: 

"Who knew | needed to be so sober to write trippy stuff, huh?" 
"Better to get high this way, John" 

"Talking about getting high..." John stopped mid-sentence. 


His mouth and teeth began nibbling on Josh's neck and then his collarbones which were partially accessible 
from the low cut opening of his t-shirt. 


"Mmmh... Don't stop...” 


Josh felt John's mouth curl up into a smile against his throat. John continued slowly, kissing and licking before 
poking with the tip of his tongue at the little dip between the bones, at the base of Josh's throat. It was one 
of his sweet spots. The older guitarist knew him inside out for these kinds of things. 


‘Oh, yes..." Josh moaned softly. "Right there.” 


Josh's hand reached for John's hair, to have something to hold on to, but he remembered that John had short 
hair when his fingers didn't get tangled into anything. The feeling of John’ short hair was nice though, and Josh 


kept on caressing John's head while John's mouth moved up to his jawline. 


"I know you love this," John cooed. 


He moved one of his hands to Josh's crotch and felt the effect that his agile tongue had had on Josh so far. 
Josh breathed out a loud sigh and bucked his hips forward when he felt John's hand palming him, looking for 


more contact. 
"Want more?" John asked. 
"l. shouldn't." 


"We both know we shouldn't but do you want more?," John asked as he slid his other hand behind Josh and 
grabbed his ass while he kept on stroking his hard-on over the fabric of his pants. 


". Yeah," Josh admitted. 


Right that moment, Josh was trying to forget he had a new girlfriend since a few weeks. Since it was only a 
few weeks old, it was not really serious yet. So this wasn't like cheating. They were still at that casual stage, 
weren't they? When you can still see other people. Yeah, probably they were. Who cared? Not that John would 
ever be "other people". He was John and he was his best friend. And right this moment, his best friend was 
licking his neck and grinding against him and that's what best friends do to each other sometimes, right? 


| want you..," John said against Josh's ear. "I want you to fuck me." 

Josh's cock hardened even more when he heard those words. He gently pulled away from John's grip and looked 
at him, in order to assess whether the older guitarist was joking or not. They had swapped roles in the past 
but mostly John had fucked him, so this request was a bit surprising. 

John's eyes were smiling and he tugged at Josh's belt to pull him closer again. A few seconds later, John was 
taking off his t-shirt and unzipping his jeans. He wasn't wearing anything else and he was down on the studio 


rug in no time, naked and propped on his elbows, clearly waiting for Josh. 


Ok.. | can see you made up your mind," Josh uttered. 


He was still a bit confused about the situation but very much turned on too nevertheless. He kicked his shoes 
off and removed his shirt, he took off his grey slacks and then his boxers under John's watchful eyes. He 
kneeled down between John's legs and let his hands caress John's shoulders and arms. He wouldn't say anything 
but he was glad to see the skin graft scars on John's arms were fading away. He remembered they looked 
much more pink a few years ago. 

"Still no tattoos?," John teased him as he admired Josh's slender and pale body. 

"l'm scared of needles." 


"| know. | like you like that.. Blank canvas." 


John pulled Josh closer as he could see the younger guitarist was hesitating a bit about what to do next, even 


if, of course, he knew what to do. 

"Hts been a while since I've been with someone," John told him. 

"How long?" 

"Too long. Won't tell you... Im so awful and so picky. Can't find anyone," John said, trying to stay serious. 


"Awful and picky? | must have odd tastes then ‘cause | like you... | like all of you..," Josh replied while caressing 


John's chest and abdomen. 
"Top drawer," John said. 
"What?" 


"Lube and condoms, in the top drawer," John motioned with his head to the right towards a low cabinet with 


several drawers. 


Josh opened the top one and checked into it. He found what John mentioned, noting that the lube bottle was 
halfway empty already. 


"Do | wanna know why you have this in your studio? You just said it's been a while," Josh asked, curious about 


the situation. 


"| haven't fucked with anyone since a while, but | can take care of myself," John answered, wiggling his fingers 


in front of Josh's face. 


"Right. Enough sharing for today, thanks." 


John was still amused at how relaxed but sometimes also how prude Josh could be. It was an unusual mix and 
Josh was unusual in many ways, that's what John loved about him. And when he said he should have married 
him instead of his ex-wife, he was only half-joking. 

Josh coated his fingers. After a bit of teasing and jerking him off, he slid one finger in John's tight hole. The 
older guitarist grunted appreciatively. Josh worked him up without rushing, pushing in and out and poking him 
inside, just to check whether he could still find John's sweet spot. 

"Oh, yeah." John muttered. 

That was all the confirmation Josh needed. He slid a second finger in, looking at John's face. He could see him 
relax and move his hips already. Josh bent down a bit and bit John's nipples, nibbling and kissing and licking 
them as his fingers continued to prep him. 


"Josh... Now.. | want to feel your cock," John breathed out as he squeezed Josh's shoulders. 


Josh lifted his head and smiled at his friend. He pulled his fingers out and put the condom on. He spread some 
lube on his length too before lifting John's legs and easing into him. 


"God, Josh..." John let out 

"You're good?," Josh asked 

John nodded. 

"Yes," he said as he pulled Josh closer to him. 

Josh leaned over and rubbed his face against John's short beard, kissing the hairy chin and jaws. 
'Nice.. | always liked you with a beard," Josh whispered 

The younger guitarist turned his face a little and moved his lips towards John's mouth. 
"No," John said 

Josh was surprised and pulled back a little. 

"Why not?" 

"Haven't kissed anyone since even longer than my last fuck" 


‘| like to kiss you," Josh said. 


"| know. | like that too. That's why." 

"Why?" 

"ll lose my mind and | might say yes to the interview if you kiss me." 

| wouldn't do it for that" 

"| know." 

Josh continued his slow and easy thrusts while they were chatting. Chatting while fucking had always been 
something Josh would enjoy with John. There was no way it would ever work with his girlfriends or other 
guys, and there hadn't been many of either gender. It had always been mainly John 

"You know how they call Clapton Slowhand?," John said between pants 

"Yes... And?" 

‘I'm gonna call you Slowhips from now on" 

Josh laughed softly next to John's ear. 

"ll use that name when | open my twitter account," Josh answered. 

Oh, yeah.. Post guitar porn on that stuff" 

"What's guitar porn?,” Josh asked. 

"Guitar pictures that make you drool. What else?" 

‘Isn't it rather instagram for posting photos?," Josh said. 


"Like | know..." 


Josh looked into John's eyes. He was hard to read and Josh was a bit out of practice at nailing down his 
emotions but he thought he was doing ok for now. 


"You said it had been a while, | didn't want to rush it" 


John wondered what Josh was talking about. He got it and then he let his hands slide down Josh's back all the 
way to his ass, before squeezing it forcefully. 


"John," Josh exclaimed. 


"| won't mind a bit of rushing now," John confirmed. 

Josh increased the pace, shifting his hips differently and hitting John's prostate in the process. Josh took the 
opportunity of John's open mouth when he gasped to kiss him and let his tongue twirl into the older guitarists 
mouth. 

"Gotcha," Josh said playfully against John's mouth when he broke the kiss. 

John cursed himself for being caught so easily by the younger guitarist. He knew he was lost from that 
moment on so what the hell, he thought. He kissed back, savoring the familiar taste of Josh's mouth, pushing 
his hips up to meet Josh's faster thrusts. 

"Touch me," John said as he broke the kiss and grabbed one of Josh's hands to bring it to his cock. 

It only took a few of strokes from Josh's skilled hands up and down his shaft and to its tip for John to explode. 


"Fuck, Josh!," John cried out, not a single bit embarrassed about how quickly he came. 


Josh's own orgasm was building up already and he followed soon, moaning John's name and falling over his 


friend and lover after he rode his climax at a slightly slower pace. 
As they were both coming down from their high, John was petting Josh's head and hair while also fantasizing 
about the missed opportunity. He should have recorded Josh's panting to make a sample of it and add it to one 


of his new songs. Would have been a nice touch. 


Josh finally pulled out and rolled off from John. He was lying next to him on the floor of his studio, his fingers 
brushing against the old shaggy rug that wasn't even comfortable. 


‘It always feels so good to do it with you.. Why is it like that?," Josh asked himself out loud. 


"Because | move in mysterious ways," John replied very seriously while he wiped his and Josh's belly with his 


t-shirt. 

The younger guitarist shook his head and started to laugh. 

"You're killing my big moment of poetry right now, you know that?," John told him. 

"Sorry," Josh said. "You're just so too much sometimes," the younger guitarist said while he continued laughing. 


"Josh, you're a great lay. | missed you," John said while standing up and putting his jeans back on. "Get dressed 


and meet me in the kitchen | made something for you." 


Josh stretched and stood up, still a bit groggy from the sex haze and the laughing. John was already out of 
the studio. He looked around for his clothes and started to put them back on. A few minutes later, he was in 
the kitchen, curious but frankly also a tad scared at what John might have made for him since John wasn't a 
great cook. 

When he arrived, he saw John sitting on the kitchen island Next to him, there were two big glasses of 
something and a pitcher of the same concoction where lemon slices, green herbs and big chunk of fruits were 
floating happily. 

"What is it?," Josh inquired. 

"| made peach ice tea yesterday." 

"For me?" 

"Yep." 

"Thanks, but.. Why?" 

“cause you like peaches, don't you?," John asked. 


"Yes, | do. How do you know, by the way?" 


"You told me once," John said with a shrug. "You ordered peach cobbler at the restaurant after we had 


dinner." 

The younger guitarist was a bit surprised about the whole thing and the conversation, because now that John 
mentioned it, that peach cobbler must have happened | or 8 years ago. Josh picked up the glass that John 
was handing over to him and he took a sip. 

"Very nice.. | like this stuff," Josh said. "You really made that yourself?" 

"You have no faith in me, do you?," John replied. 


"No, it's just.. Unexpected" 


"I haven't seen you in almost two years and we just fucked on the floor of my studio and you think that 
having ice tea in my kitchen is unexpected?" 


Josh blushed at the mention of what they'd just done. He was not ashamed but he simply always found it a bit 
blunt how John would talk about sex. 


"You made it, thats what unexpected. You could have just given me a can of Fanta, but you did this. It's nice 


of you." 

"Im glad you like it. Come here, babe," John said before leaning forward and planting a kiss on Josh's mouth. 
| thought you didn't want to kiss me," Josh said when John pulled back. 

"Yes... But maybe it's like a vaccine. | need to get some of the stuff to develop a barrier against it" 

Josh rubbed his face against John's naked chest. 

"You know, with some vaccines, you need regular shots to keep it effective," the younger guitarist said. 
"Then | suppose you'll have to come over to administer those, regularly." 

John put his fingers under Josh's chin and tilted his face up to kiss him again. 

In all these years, John had managed to kick aside all his addictions but since he had tasted Josh, when he was 
leaving the band and Josh was starting with them, he had had a very hard time to resist whenever he was 
around. The younger guitarist had always felt something for John too. They were never a real couple and they 
didn't think they needed that but they needed each other, aside from anything else in their lives. 

The two guitarists parted eventually, their mouths were not connecting anymore but their eyes were. 

“still not gonna do the interview?" 

John laughed at Josh's improbable professional focus, even in the heat of the moment. 

"No, not happening." 

"But if you change your mind.. Call me, ok?" Josh pouted. 

"Will do." 

They both drank a little more tea. John's face suddenly lit up. 

"You know what? Tell them I'll be ok to be on that DVD documentary but only as a bonus." 

"A bonus?," Josh asked. 

"Yeah, you'll get a crew here and they film me and you preparing that delightful peach ice tea recipe." 


‘lam afraid you're serious, aren't you?" 


“course, | am. People will rip it and it will be all over YouTube in no time. Great free publicity," the older 


guitarist commented. 

"Apart from cooking channels enthusiasts.. Not sure how many of our fans will rave about that." 
"We'll do it shirtless and sweaty. Gays and female fans will watch, believe me." 

‘If you say so." 

"Pitch them my bonus idea, please," John insisted. 

| most definitely will, but I'll keep my shirt on. If you want shirtless, ask Flea to do it with you." 
"| love Flea dearly but l'm not squeezing juicy peaches shirtless with him in front of cameras." 
"Shall | tell him you said that too?" 

"You do whatever you want" 


John jumped off the kitchen island and exited the kitchen. Josh figured he was probably back in his studio but 


when he walked out of the kitchen, he saw John siting on the couch in the living room 

"Hl be on my way now," Josh said. 

He looked around, wondering where he had put his car keys when he came in They were on a small table next 
to the front door. He picked them up and checked that his wallet hadn't fallen out of his jeans when he took 
them off or put them back on 

As he was ready to leave, John walked over to him 

"lll try to pass by and visit again soon, alright," Josh told him. 

"You're always welcome here, you know that 

"You can come to my place too. You haven't been since | moved there,” Josh said 

"| know. Send me the address. 

"| sent it to you three times already" 


"I'll be more diligent and read the message and save it this time," John replied. 


"You won't but it doesn't matter. Bye, John" 


John pulled Josh in his arms for a goodbye hug. The younger guitarist hugged back. 
"Drive safely." 


"Yes, mom," Josh said with a smile. 


Two days later, Josh was meeting with Chad and Anthony to report on his visit with John 

"So what did good old John say?," Anthony asked. 

"Well.. He kinda declined participating to the whole thing." 

"Really? That's a surprisel," Chad yelled. 

"Did he really seem like he was against it or you think he could change his mind?" 

"John does what John wants, so.. You never know," Josh answered. 

"Ill give him a call," Anthony said 

"Sure. You know, its not because of us or the band. He just doesn't like this kind of things," Josh continued. 
"| know but it would be great if he were in," Anthony added. "Now Dave said yes.. That'd be perfect." 
"Did you try to be convincing?," Chad asked Josh. 

The guitarist turned around and tried not to blush. 

"Like?" 

"Like... | don't know.. Do your puppy dog eyes to make him feel guilty?," Chad ventured. 

Josh was trying not to laugh. 

'| did my very best," Josh replied neutrally. 


At least, that wasn't a lie. He really did his best, albeit on the shaggy rug that was on the floor of John's 


studio and knowing full well in advance that John wouldn't change his mind. 


"Is he doing fine?," Anthony asked. 


"Yeah, he's in good shape, | mean.. From what | could see" 
Chad eyed him up suspiciously and then shook his head 

"We should have sent Flea. He can be persuasive” 

"Shut up, Chad," Anthony said "We're not the mob. We're a band. | said | will call him’ 


"And if you call him, ask him about an idea he had for a cooking show and ice tea recipe. There could be 


something to use there," Josh said en passant. 
"A what?," Chad asked confused 

"Is he on drugs again?," Anthony asked a bit panicked. 

"Oh, nol He's sober, and he does a nice peach ice tea," Josh replied 

Chad was definitely convinced this was going nowhere but he knew Anthony would want to try again himself 


"Anyway, | might pass by his place again next week We have some catching-up to do with music stuff and | 


can try again, you know, to ask him... In a convincing manner.” 

"Yeah, why don't you do that and if that still fails, Anthony will call him," Chad concluded. 

"Agreed," Anthony said. 

Josh turned away from his bandmates to look at the view from Anthony's place. He could almost see where 
John was living from here. Before turning back and joining the other two on the couch for a drink, he was 


trying to wipe away the big grin that was appearing on his face at the mere thought of visiting John again 


next week. 


